The Companion of a Mile

Sir John.

The little leaves on every tree, the rivers winding

to the sea,

The swinging tides, the wheeling winds, the roll-
ing heavens above,
Around the May-pole Igdrasil, they worked the

Mornce-master's will,
Persuaded into measure by the all-creative Love.

That hour I saw, from depth to height, this wilder-

mg universe unite!

The lambs of God around us and His passion in
every flower!

The Pool,

His grandeur in the dust, His dust a blaze of blind-
ing majesty,
And all His immortality in one poor mortal hour.

And Death was but a change of key in Life the

golden melody,
And Time became Eternity, and Heaven a fleeting

smile;
For all was each and each was all, and all a wedded

unity,

Her heart in mine, and mine in my companion of
a mile.

Thwack! Thwack!   He whirled his bauble round

about,

" This fellow beats them all," he cried, " the worst

98